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Old Arguments 


Author's Notes: 
Written for the postage-stamp extra bingo including the prompts: Wearing Leather, Road Crew, Interview and 


Tour Bus. They seemed to jump out at me as something | could make a fic out of for some reason. 


"What are you wearing to the interview? Black again? Fuck, James, you always wear black." 
James didn't bother responding. Lars wasn't looking for a response. He just continued to shuffle through his 
closet looking for the perfect outfit that didn't exist. "Why don't you just wear the leather pants? They make 


your ass look great." 


Lars gave him the "Look". The look said it all. Leather pants clearly weren't going to cut it for today. "Well, itd 


distract everyone from the interview. They'd be so busy staring at your ass, they wouldn't have time to-" 
"James will you get off the topic of my ass!" 


He smirked. "H's a good topic." He got another "Look". "Why are you picking out the outfit now? We're still on 


the bus for another two hours, and the interview isn't for another three. It's not like you won't have time 
when we get there." James looked back at Lars’ closet. "You should wear the leather." He said again 

"I'm not wearing the leather pants!" 

That had been almost growled at him. Which meant Lars was mostly serious. "Fine, then wear the black jeans 


with the grey t-shirt you love, since it's comfy and | don't want to listen to you bitch about being 


uncomfortable." 
I'm not wearing matching jeans with you James." 


"Oh for fuck's sake. Then I'll go put on normal jeans! Wear the black ones. They look good on you. | need 
something to oogle while I'm sitting there listening to you do all the talking for me." Lars raised an eyebrow at 
him. Fuck, now he'd done it. Lars was gonna make him answer all of the fucking questions. He could see the 


wheels turning in his head. Fuck. Why did he open his mouth? 


Lars huffed at him and crossed his arms. James chuckled and shook his head. Maybe he should plan a surprise 


for Lars. “Pick something or I'm gonna dump glitter on whatever you're wearing and piss you off even further.” 
Lars hesitated only a moment. "You don't have any glitter!" 


A small smirk appeared on his lips. "No." James admitted. "But Kirk does. And | know where he keeps it." 


The lack of response told him that Lars was weighing his words and thinking seriously about it. He chuckled and 
stood up, walking over to his closet, pulling out a pair of worn blue jeans. Now maybe Lars would shut up 
about what he was going to wear for this interview. James looked down at his jeans and an idea started to 


form. If Lars was going to be such a bitch about his outfit.. 


Lars tapped his foot impatiently. James had made fun of him for taking forever to pick out his outfit, now he 


was going to make them late for the damn interview. 


"Hey James, | haven't seen those pants in about five years!" Flemming called out, grinning as he carried a piece 
of Lars’ drumkit to the stage to set up for after their interview. 


That was an odd comment.. He turned to yell at James for taking so long when he froze. James was wearing 
leather pants. Leather pants that clung to every single inch of his thighs, calves and hips. Fuck. Complete with 


the black button up shirt from earlier, he looked every since the rockstar. "James, what the fuck are you-" 


"Since l'm going to be doing all the talking, | figured | might as well give you something to look at." James 
quipped, sauntering past Lars into the building. 


James: | Lars: 0 


